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Summary: The Decepticons find a mysterious object in the ice of the 
Arctic, and once they unearth it, they are suprised. But will this 
mysterious beast help or hinder them? And what ' s the story behind 
her? With no memories save few she finds in her dreams, and with a 
Predacon from long-ago, what will happen? 


1 . Chapter 1 

**A/N: So, this is the beginning of meh new story... obviously, so I 
hope you enjoy!** 


The wind howled across the frozen landscape, blowing snow into the 
freezing waves that lapped against the frozen ground. 

A large ice cliff sat near the water, condensation sliding down its 
sides. A large metal object was frozen inside, but as the ice melted 
tiny rays of warmth began to reach it, waking it up. 

The object inside strained against the icy prison, and the ice 
groaned, but it held, and the object fell still once more, waiting., 
waiting . . . 


•kQ-k^ — ^-kQ-k 


"Lord Megatron! We have a faint life signal coming from the Artie." 
Informed Starscream as he scrambled into Megatron 's throne 
room . 

"What use is it to us?" Megatron said, raising an optic-ridge. "It's 
a strange one, and Shockwave thinks it might be a... a _Predacon 
_spark ! " 

Megatron stood, striding from the room in search of Shockwave. "And 
he thinks this why?" 



"It's... I don't know. Ask him." Starscream slowed until he was 
walking behind Megatron. 

The Decepticon warlord burst into the room, crossing his arms behind 
his backstrut. (?) "Shockwave!" He said, "Is this true? That you have 
found a Predacon in the Artie?" 

"Yes, Megatron, it is of Predaconian signature." Shockwave said, 
turning his one large optic to face his leader. 

"It would be logical to go after it immediatly. Having two Predacons 
instead of one will greatly help our cause." 

"But why have we not found it before? We have passed within its range 
many times." Megatron said. 

"Prehaps it is incased in ice; thus, it would hide the Predacon from 
our sensors . " 

"Soundwave, set course for the Predacon!" Megatron ordered, turning 
to leave. "And get the drones ready." 


The drones were equipped with flamethrowers and picks and instructed 
to work at the ice that currently housed the Predacon. 

They did so, but only a few could work at a time, because there was 
almost no space that they could reach the ice cliff from. 

The other drones that were waiting their shift at the ice stood 
around, hunched up to protect themselves from the cold as best they 
could . " 

One drone poked his head up curiously at the strange 
noise . 

He stood up completly, looking around. "Arrr!" 

He looked down. A tiny penguin was sitting near his peds, making that 
strange noise occasionally . "Arr!" 

Jabbing his friend's arm, he whispered, "Hey! Look at this!" 

They both cooed over the loud penguin, attracting more attention from 
other drones. 

"Next shift!" Knock Out called, frowning at the huddle of drones. 
"This cold air is gonna ruin my paint!" He complained to Shockwave, 
who stood impassively beside him. 

Getting no answer. Knock Out fumed quietly to 
himself . 

^•kQ-k^ — ^-kQ-k^ 



I felt myself slowly reboot, and I awoke from stasis. My systems were 
still onlining, but I had my audios up and running. 

I could hear faint murmurs, clanking, and whooshing. Occasionally I 
would feel a thread of heat through the ice, and my furnace began to 
heat up. 

I strained impatiently against the ice, causing it to crack and 
groan. It cause the noises outside to cease for a brief moment, then 
start up again with more fervor. 

Sensing the ice weakening at my side, I pushed against it as best I 
could. It cracked again, all the way up my side to reach my helm. 
Encouraged, the noise outside increased. I felt something suddenly 
pierce my side, and I would have bellowed and flinched away if my jaw 
wasn't encased in ice. 

I rooted through my memory files to see if I knew how I got here, but 
most of them were corrupted. 

I started the process of cleaning them up as best I knew how, then 
focused back on the ice. 

Warning: Energon levels critical: 

My HUD flashed, warning me. I held still, feeling my frame beginning 
to power down from my movements and lack of Energon. 

Another object pierced me, my ped this time, but I hardly 
noticed . 

Large cracks suddenly appeared across the ice, and it began to 
break . 

Whoever it was pulled the chunks away, freeing me. I feebly stretched 
my helm to the sun's weak rays, stepping forward before 
collapsing . 


Knock Out watched as the drones pulled away the chunks of ice, 
revealing the Predacon inside. 

He noticed its frame was almost completely grey, and he bellowed for 
Energon . 

The Predacon took two steps, stretching toward the sun, then 
collapsed . 

^•kQ-k^ — ^-kQ-k^ 


**Energon levels: Stable** 
**Erame energy: High** 
**Eurnace: Eull Heat** 


The descriptions scrolled across my vision, and I lifted my 
optic-shutters slowly, peering at my surroundings. 



Grey, non-descript walls, and a large door with a keypad beside the 
door were all I could see. Raising my helm, I looked around. The room 
had nothing else in it, save me and a tiny security camera. 

I checked my memory files, but they were in the same shape as 
before . 

I wondered where I was . 

Standing slowly, I prowled around the room, sniffing. Old smells, of 
Cybertronians lay about, but one thread in particular interested me. 
Predacon . 

I inhaled, nearly snorting up all the dust. 

I blew a blue-white flame at it, scorching the floor and smell away. 

I moved to the door, sniffing about it. 

Here... a Energon tinted smell was the most recent. The smell also 
clung all over my blue-and-black frame, and I began cleaning 
myself . 

I was almost done when I heard heavy footsteps coming my way. I 
stood, warily keeping to the back wall. 

The door whooshed open, and a large mech entered, purple optics 
gleaming, with two more close behind. 

The red one had the Energon scent on him, and the one-opticed one had 
a sharp smell to him. The largest mech, however, had an evil scent 
about him, and I growled, clicking my mandibles together. 

"This Predacon, she is female, and would be a wonderful prize for our 
male Predacon. They could procreate and start a army for us." The red 
one was saying. 

I growled again. I wasn't going to be anybot ' s prize! 

I lashed my tail, coming a bit closer, holding my head low to protect 
my throat . 

The large mech in the front grinned at me, showing off razor-sharp 
denta. _Well, two can play at that game! _I thought, snarling to show 
off my own serrated denta. 

The mech's grin shrank ever-so-slight ly . 

I tuned out the conversation and curled up in the corner, heating my 
furnace up a bit more. 

A sharp blow to my backstrut had me yelping and snarling, and I 
whirled on my attacker. "No one, not even a Predacon, turns its back 
on me!" The largest mech was saying, anger seething in his optics. 

I snorted smoke at him, and he leaped at me, catching me unprepared. 
He quickly knocked me down, and I roared, leaping at him. He caught 
my mandibles and flung me heavily against the wall, denting it in. 

I screeched, blasting blue flame at him. He rolled to the side, 
kicking my leg out from under me. As I crumpled to the ground, he 



stood on my neck, preventing me from lifting my head. 

I strained, but I was still rather weak and rusty from the ice. 

I yielded, albeit rebelliously . 

"I am your master, here!" The mech hissed in my audio, and I held 
still. _Better to let him THINK he's got me, when he doesn't, then 
him actually controlling me._ 

I slunk backwards, drawing myself into a sitting position. 

"Good." The mech grinned again, then left. 

I stood near the door when the last two left after a few more 
examinations, and saw the pass code for the door. 

I would wait until night. 

^kQk^kk 

**A/N: Tada! Pretty good length for a starter chapter if ya ask 
meh ! ** 

**Btw, I know most of the Cybertronian terms for the body parts, such 
as servo, ped, dat stuff.** 

**I've picked this all up from reading TFP stories, but I still don't 
know it all. So if you see were I use neck instead of its 
Cybertronian term, then sorry! I don't know it. : (** 

* * "Predaconian 
language"** 

"Speaking" 

_Thinking_ 

_"Cybertronian"_ 

** : : Comm: : ** 

**Now, I was going to put this out on Sunday, in celebration of the 
Kelpari Revamp on a game I play, but I TOTALLY forgot! (I hate my 
memory~) :p** 

**So, here it is!** 


2 . Chapter 2 

**A/N: Ah, I am seriously enjoying myself this week! Hope y'all enjoy 
this chap as well!** 

* *NotCharlotte : Why, thank you ever so much! I'm glad you like my 
story so much! :D :D** 

><strong>You have no idea how much this review cheered me up. 

; D<strong> 

kk^kQk^ — ^kQk^kk 



I paced in the small room, my tail clanking against the floor and 
walls. The room was so small it only allowed four steps to one wall, 
then four steps back. The other way was two steps, two steps back. 

I wasn't sure why I had been moved to this room, but the walls and 
floors of this one was covered in deep claw marks, and a heavy 
Predaconian scent lingered. From its staleness I knew the Predaconian 
hadn't been in here for some time. 

The scent had a strange familiarness to it, and it made my spark ache 
for some reason. I couldn't place it, and it irritated me. 

Pedsteps sounded overhead, and I huffed irrititably. I wanted to fly, 
to feel a breeze on my wings. 

I hadn't flown for at least a millenium **(i)** that I knew. 

I thought back to when I had last flown, but my corrupted memory 
files were still in repair-mode, and wouldn't compute. 

Frustrated, I gouged the floor. 

My fresh marks joined the old ones, and I turned a curious optic upon 
them. They were larger then mine, and the clean gouges suggested 
strength. I breathed deeply of the scent that lingered, feeling my 
spark pulse with sadness once more. 

_Male... a Predaconian male..._ I hissed quietly, curling my spiked 
tail up over my back. My folded wings shuffled in their spaces at my 
sides, and I stilled them. Their movement only created more want for 
flying . 

I pressed my helm against the door, my keen audios hearing the metal 
groan ever-so-slight ly . 

I snarled in response, raking my claws across the door. 

The metal shrieked, and with grim satisfaction I ripped at the door. 
As I reached the inner wiring, the electrical currents zapped me, but 
I ignored the slight pain. My two-toed ped broke free, then the 
other, then my entire helm. 

Two Cybertronians stood outside the door, mouths agape, stun blasters 
in their servos. 

Their scent immediatly told me that they were not of normal 
Cybertronian heritage; they were most likely clones, or drones. 

I finished pulling my black-and-blue-and-silver frame through, 
rearing my lanky neck above their astonished helms. 

One fired his blaster at me, and it struck my thick armor, hardly 
singeing it. I roared, leaping on the first one as the second fired, 
and I quickly dispatched that one as well. 

Running down the long, nondescript hall, I sent my sensors searching 
for a way out. The quickest way would have been through the walls, 
ceiling, or floor, but I didn't want to fully enrage a powerful 
opponent as the one who thinks himself as my 'master'. 



I slid around a corner, bowling over a scrawny, silver mech. He 
screached femme-like, servos and peds askew on the floor. 


I ignored him, turning the corner once again, only to smack 
f aceplates-f irst into a large an immoveable object as I. 

Not so immoveable, I found out, as we both hit the floor with 
undignified clanks. I shook my swimming helm, focusing my optics on 
what-or who, I had smacked into. 

A large, red-orange-yellow Predaconian sat on his haunches before me, 
staring at me with as much shock as I him. 

* * "Pred-Predaconian? " **He asked, completely bewildered. **"Um... 
yeah... Predaconian. Designation?"** 

I stood, my spark simply aching at the sight of him. _Why, why so 
familiar? !_ 

**"Ing." **He finished saying, and I shook my helm. **"Sorry, I was 
thinking... I did not hear your disignation, repeat it one more time, 
**_**inkutte?"**_ 

He looked startled, and a bewildered look flashed in his optics 
before he said, **"My disignation is Predating. And 
yours ? " * * 

* * "Darkf lame . Pleased to meet-"** I was rudely interrupted by a mech 
stalking up behind me, screeching indignantly. 

It was the mech I had knocked down earlier, and I expressed my 
distaste by blasting a shot of blue-white flame at him. 

He screamed, even higher then before, darting back around the corner. 
I sensed Predating' s approval just as I turned to look. 

**"Where were you rushing off to in such a manner, Darkflame?" 

* * 


**"I needed to fly, I do not think I have felt freedom for over a 
millenium . " * * 

Predating' s optic ridges raised, and he turned. **"This way, then, no 
Predaconian should be without flight for so long."** 

I followed a respecful distance behind, picking up a bit of speed as 
I felt a breeze caress my muzzle. 

Turning a corner, we both were suddenly standing on a wide-open deck, 
a roaring wind pressing against me wonderfully. 

**"I forgot to ask two things; one, how did you come aboard the 
Nemesis? And, two, how can you fly with no wings?" **He asked, not 
seeing my hidden wings, so neatly folded in their space. 

**"I can answer both questions, but the answers will be rather 
hurried as I want to fly. I was imprisoned in an ice-cliff for a long 
time, and the Cybertronians here have melted me free, only to 
imprison me once more, but this is worse for I am awake for it all. 



And in answer to question two: Watch!" ** 


I am afraid to say I can be a bit of a show-off at times, and when I 
leaped off the edge of the now-named ship. Predating 's roar made me 
laugh . 

Streaking toward the ground, I heard Predating flapping his large 
wings to catch me. I unfurled mine and zoomed upward at a 
near-vertical climb, flying past a startled Predating. 

I looped around, floating lazily on the air currents. 

Predating drifted up beside me, his optics wide. **"i have never seen 
anything as crazy as you, Darkflame!" ** 

I glanced at him. **"How have you not? You must have seen the shows 
in Terracox, or were you never privileged as some?" ** 

Predating winced. **"i was, ah, created in a test tube at the will of 
Lord Megatron."** 

I slammed to a abrupt halt, a snarl creasing my faceplates. **"That 
is purely against all that is right! Xineohp would have never allowed 
such a thing!" ** 

Predating masked his faceplates with indifference, but I saw the pain 
in his optics. I gasped. **"I'm sorry! I did not mean to imply that 
you are against any laws, rules, or beliefs... Ah, I'm sorry, I was 
wrong to say such!" ** 

Predating looked to the distantance. **"it is perfectly fine, I am 
used to such . " * * 

Not really believing him, I let it slide. I resumed my flight, just 
as a harsh note chimed in my audio. With a snarl, I whipped my helm 
around to face Predating. **"What did you just do?!" ** 

**"It was not me, it was merely the call to refill." **He led the way 
back to the ship, with me puzzling over what was in my audio. 

As Predating landed, the setting sun reflected off his armor, giving 
it a redder hue. At the same time, a breeze brought his scent to my 
olfactories, and I gasped. 

_Flashback_ 

_Fireflare looked at me tenderly, the three setting suns lowering 
beneath Harsens ' s horizons glinting off his armor. _ 

_**"My sweet umbar, the setting suns are even better with you here. 
You would sweeten any harsh evironment ! " **_ 

_I swatted him gently with my tail. **"Now, soon-mate, not so fast. 

You have a job to do. Please, return home soon. Return to 
me . " * *_ 

_**"Always, my love, always. Though I may be on a far-away planet, my 
spark will always be with you."**_ 

_A crystalline tear dripped out of my optic, and Fireflare wiped it 



away gently. **"Besides, I shant stay long on a planet with 

salt-waters, organic life, and only ONE sun! There is probably not 
even Energon there! "**_ 

_**"Promise you'll survive, promise you won't die of starvation!" 

* * 


_**"Promise, sweet-spark 

_We nuzzled together, our silence broken by nothing as we watched the 
twin moons rise-_ 

I was cholted out of the flashback by a ungraceful and embarassing 
tumble onto the Nemesis's deck. 


A few drones nearby stifled their laughter, and I huffed at them and 
myself. _Could Predating really be Eiref lare? . . ._ 

The scent was to familiar, yet, something contaminated it enough that 
I didn't recognise it immediatly. 

Predating looked back, suprise in his yellow optics. **"i thought you 
were more graceful." **He moved on, carrying himself like... like a 
king . 


_This isn't my Eireflare. Somehow, he's been changed... but I'll fix 
him. I'll bring him back to me, if it's the last thing I 
do !_ 

'k'k^'kQ'k^ — ^'kQ'k^'k'k 


Predating watched the Predaconian femme chew on the raw Energon 
crystals. She was a enigma, a beautiful engima, but he was not about 
to be taken by her. 


He was pretty sure his genetically altered coding wouldn't allow 
it . 


He chewed on his own slightly tastless Energon crystal, wishing he 
had been born on Cybertron, like Darkflame had. 

He sighed. Einishing off his crystal, he went to his 'kennel', laying 
down in a circle and wrapping his tail around his faceplates 
firmly . 

_There is no use even thinking anything about this femme. She most 
likely still has a soon-mate. _ 

He drifted into a quiet recharge. 


Megatron watched the Predacon do a suicide leap off the side of his 
ship. He raised a curious optic-ridge at Shockwave. "Do Predaconians 
normaly rush about, knocking over mechs after ripping their way 
through solid steel doors before leaping to their deaths?" 

He had meant it half-sarcast ically , but Shockwave couldn't compute 
sarcasm too well, and he responded with all seriousness. "Not that I 
know of, sir, but we only had one Predacon, and that was only a 



Cybernet ically grown. Lord Megatron. 


Megatron stifled his slight suprise as the Predacon snapped open 
hidden wings, before hurling up past the astonished red-gold 
Predacon . 

He didn't like her coloring all to well; bright blue frame, with 
black flame detailing over her faceplates and peds, black underbelly 
and black wingstruts, orange optics and black talons, along with 
wicked-looking spikes lining the side of her tail, meeting together 
near the top before making a solid line of spikes up her backstrut, 
shortening and narrowing at the top of the helm. 

He supposed the flames and spikes could stay, but the sky-blue would 
have to go. Too much like the Autobots. Maybe a orange, or red. 

He liked that idea. 

He turned to Shockwave once more. "You have installed the device as I 
instructed? " 

"Of course. Lord Megatron. The Predacon femme will not be able to go 
out of a five-mile range of the 
Nemesis . " 

"Good. " 

'k'k^'kQ'k^ — ^'kQ'k^'k'k 

Darkflame waved her head up into the air, throwing the feeble drone 
up high before crunching him in half. 

The other drones stepped back, various painting objects held in their 
servos . 

**"Stay back, useless rapungers ! " **She snarled, showing her sharp 
denta at the fearful crowd. 

They were apparently trying to paint over her lovely paint job, and 
she was not going to allow it! 

She swiped her tail at a bold drone, impaling his chestplates with 
her long spikes at her tail, before flinging him against the wall, 
ignoring his screams of agony. 

The drones fled, and Darkflame set to licking any stray red paint off 
her lovely blue. 

Heavy pedsteps signaled the entrance of the 'master' mech, and she 
merely glanced at him before removing a large splash across her 
side . 

"Beast ! " 

His voice thundered through the room, commanding instant obediance. 
Darkflame jerked her head up, optics wide as she stared at him. 

Even her father, from what she remembered, didn't have that 
commanding presence! 



"You will subject yourself to this repainting! Lord Megatron's 
orders." His purple optics shone dangerously, daring her to object. 
She said and did nothing, staring at him. 

"Bring the paint." He ordered, and the drones filed into the room, 
fearing Megatron more than the angry Predacon. 

"Bring the chains." He commanded again. They were brought forward, 
and he took them, stepping toward her with obvious intention of 
placing them upon her. 

Before, Darkflame had been weakened, but now, she could defeat this 
dangerous mech. Without warning, Darkflame leaped, roaring, flames 
licking out of the corners of her mouth. 

She crashed against Megatron, but he was quick to rise, slamming his 
spiked arm armor down on her helm. She roared lowly in agony, the 
sound echoing in the room before that treacherous tail stabbed at 
Megatron . 

He leaped over it, stamping down on it and making her roar again. He 
whipped the chains against her helm once more, and she hissed, a 
clear-ish substance trickling from her maw. 

It sizzled as it hit the floor, and Megatron rolled under the 
Predacon, just in time to survive a acid-blast attack. 

It singed the floor, narrowly missing her own tail, and she screeched 
irritably at the large silver mech. 

The chains whipped against her side, wrapping around her ped and 
yanking. She tumbled to the ground, acid seeping from her claws as 
well . 

Her hidden wing suddenly struck out, the sharp metal-coated tips 
slicing into Megatron's shoulder. He roared his challenge, smacking 
the chain again and again over her faceplates. 

She rolled, but the chain halted her before Darkflame got very far. 
The chain struck in any place it could reach, and she was forced to 
fold her wing back up before it was shredded by the heavy links. 

The pain was getting to much for her to bear. She had been a better 
fighter, but a millenium of being frozen in ice was not the best for 
her fighting skills or pain tolerance. 

She began to whimper, but her cries only went unheard. 

The chain kept coming... coming... hitting and striking everywhere, 
it seemed. 

Then, stasis finally claimed her. 

**A/N: HAHA CLIFFIE!** 

**JK! I was seriously considering it, though... but that would be 
mean . . . lol** 



— ^'kQ'k^'k'k 

Darkflame's P.O.V. 

I woke to searing pain, lacing across my chassis, helm, peds, 
servoes, everywhere. 

The medic apparently hadn't used any painkillers, and had left me in 
my original, larger room. 

I couldn't suppress a whimper as I tried to sit, but the whimper 
quickly morphed into a howl of agony. 

I lay back down, sides heaving. 

My cooling vents kicked in, and the room seemed unfocused. My new, 
dull red paint job was certaintly not helping, and I closed my optics 
for the relief. 

I must have fallen into recharge once more, because I woke to the 
medic placing a large Energon crystal in front of me. 

"Here you go." He said dismissively . "You'd think you'd learn after 
the first beating; but no, you had to go make me work! But, I must 
say, the red is an improvement to that ugly blue. Blech!" He left the 
room, still talking to himself about the better qualities of red than 
blue . 

I sniffed the crystal dismissively, not finding any appetite. 

I dozed off again, waking to the medic once more. He was rambling 
medical jargon to himself, and some of my armor littered the 
floor . 

_Taking off my armor... I'll... rip his... helm off... and . . ._ 

I slept once more. 

Waking once more, I felt much better, but the crystal was gone. A 
large clear tube led into my veins, feeding me Energon. I ripped it 
out, but ripped the bag open and ate the Energon inside. 

My wounds still protested, but I could move. Under my now-repaired 
armor, I knew there would be many scars. 

I hissed softly, settling my frame into a corner. The door opened 
suddenly, jerking me awake. I must have fallen into recharge... 

I eyed the advancing mech warily. It was the screechy one. "Move, 
beast! Lord Megatron commands you to come to the deck!" 

I whimpered at Megatron 's name, fearing another beating. _He has no 
reason for another beating, correct? So why the fear?_ I told myself, 
sitting slowly. 

"Come! Or I shall have to use this upon your useless hide!" He 
whipped a electric baton from his subspace, waving it threateningly 
in my faceplates. 

_He must have mistaken the whimper to be fear of him!_ 



I snarled, lashing out at him. I scraped his chassis as he leaped 
away, shrieking once more. I stalked out of the room, lashing my 
tail . 

The small room with the claw marks was just down the hall, and I knew 
my way to the deck from here. 

I silently cheered at the breeze, then trembled slightly at the sight 
of Megatron. He stood, a grim look on his faceplates. 

"Decept icons , the Autobots have been spotted at one of our mines, and 
it is now time to engage!" 

I stood next to Predating. 

**"Who are the Autobots?"** 

**"They are much worse then us, siding with the tiny fleshies of this 
planet, and they kill all others different from them. They seek to 
overtake all planets, and galaxies."** 

Autobots... The name sounded familiar now, and I remembered with 
horror the stories. Rape, murder, the killings of innocent femmes and 
sparklings . . . _But was it really the Autobots that had done 
that ?_ 

**"Come."** Predating said, leaping gracefully off the ship. The 
drones were spacebridging there, and some were flying as well. 

I quickly saw the Autobots, their colorful paint jobs sticking out on 
the dull landscape. They were fighting with the drones, easily 
tearing through the ranks . 

Predating roared, landing with a earth-shaking thud. The Autobots 
turned most of their attention on him, and I took the advantange. 

I quietly flew in behind one, grabbing his deep green frame and 
carrying him up yelling into the sky. I blasted fire at the remaining 
amazed bots. 

Dropping the green one, I went back for another, landing and folding 
my wings to keep them protected. 

Three turned on me, their blasts richoeting off my armor. I hissed, 
my fire rolling out over the ground, licking at their peds . They 
leaped back with shouts, then one brave white one threw himself onto 
my helm, trying to stab me with swords. 

I threw my helm up, then smashed it against the ground, impaling one 
of his legs on my spikes that were upon my helm. 

He yelled, his sword slicing at my faceplates. 

Suddenly, he wrapped himself around my mouth, preventing me from 
opening it. Outraged and suprised, I lashed out at the charging 
Autobots. They avoided my tail deftly, moving closer. I readyed my 
acid claws, then dug into the nearest one. 

He/she screamed, my acid melting through her wires. I threw the white 



one off my mouth, finally, and I roared, throwing my wings open and 
taking flight. The Autobots suddenly ran through a spacebridge, and I 
roared, half with disappointment, half with relief. 

We flew back to the ship, letting the medic take care of our wounds. 

I hoped I wouldn't have to do any of that ever 
again . 

**Months pass** 

kk^kQk^ — ^kQk^kk 

I sighed, drooping my head over the side of the Nemesis. 

>Countless battles with the Autobots, for what? I wasn't even sure 
anymore. What's worse, all I ever heard was how horrible the Autobots 
were, and that's all I could think of. <em>Were they really all that 
bad? Or is it true?<em> 

I feared the Autobots, but I feared Megatron more, thus, I went into 
battle . 

I would lay about the ship, hardly flying anymore, just dreading the 
call to battle. I had never liked fighting to begin with, but what 
Megatron says, goes. 

It made me angry, having to listen to him, but I feared another 
beating . 

"To arms!" I sighed again. Another battle... another day... 

I would have flown away if I was able, but the Decepticons had done 
something to me, so I could not leave the vicinity of the Nemesis. 

I wearily flew to the battle sight, hearing the Autobots angry shouts 
as we came into view. The last battle, I had accidently gone out of 
my radius, and was hit with incredibily bad nausea, helm-aches, and 
saw double. 

The Autobots had seen that, and had been too shocked by my sudden 
ineptness to do anything until I had staggered back into my 
radius . 

Now, as I fought a blue femme, I didn't notice I was backing towards 
the edge of my radius. 
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**A/N: DUDE! THIS IS THE LONGEST CHAPTER I'VE EVER WRITTEN BEEORE ! IT 
TOOK ME ALMOST TWO WHOLE HOURS TO WRITE!** 

**Hope ya enjoyed meh longest-ever chappie!** 


3 . Chapter 3 

**A/N: I absolutely love this story, and since it's new, here's 
another chappie for my lovelies!** 



** (Meaning meh dear readars . . . ) * * 


**Also, last chapter, a year and a half passed when it said, 'months 
pass', just to be clear, and there will be no humans in this FF . 

Sorry to disappoint! (I never really liked any of them, and I thought 
Jack was ugly, Miko was annoying, and Raf just didn't seem to serve 
the plot any. Sorry if you don't like 
this ! ) ** 

Darkflame's P.O.V. 

I roared angrily, smashing my tail against the wall, ignoring the red 
medic as he tried to weld the large gash over my optic. 

**"Those Autobots! They **_**knew was weakened outside my 

radius! Those sick fraggers ! . . . "** 

I raged, digging gouges into the walls and floors, smashing my tail 
against anything close by. 

The medic, Knock-Out was shouting, waving his welder about, but I 
simply ignored the smaller Cybertronian . 

"Alright, you foolish beast! Destroy one more thing of mine and 
you ' 11 pay ! " 

My tail came crashing down on a table, denting it deeply down the 
middle . 

"What did I just tell you?! Don't make me get Starscream!" 

I crunched up a medical tool, ignoring the medic's screech of 
horror . 

"Fine! Megatron, then?" 

I stopped, glaring and hissing. "It's about time you settled down 
from your tantrum you big sparkling!" 

**"I am not a big sparkling!"** 

"Yes, you're a sparkling, now get over it, I gotta weld this shut and 
clean up the mess _you _made . " 

Grumbling, I sat down, letting Knock-Out weld the gash shut. "I'll 
see if I can get Shockwave to expand the radius, that way I won't 
have to deal with another tantrum." 

I growled, only to be smacked on the helm with the welder. "Quiet! 
You're making me turn into Ratchet! That deplorable Autobot medic... 
Leave ! " 

I walked from the room, heading for the outdoor room I was supposed 
to sleep in from now on. _At least my radius will be 
extended. . ._ 

Megatron stalked suddenly toward me, an angry look in his optics. I 
steeled myself. _Show no fear... show no fear... It's nothing, he 



probably is mad at Predaking . . 

"You, beast ! " 

_It is me... Xineohp, help me!_ 

"You should have not allowed the Autobots to fool you like that!" 

He pulled a chain from his subspace, the links clinking a warning of 
what was to come. _Show no fear, show no fear, SHOW NO FEAR!_ 

The first chain whistled through the air, wrapping around my neck. I 
whined, and he yanked me off balance. I grabbed the next lash, 
dropping it on the ground. 

Big mistake. 

He aimed for the tender, less armored spots, peds, servos, 
faceplates, tail, underframe. 

The Energon made the floor slick, causing me to slip when I tried to 
stand. Megatron kept his footing, lashing me over and over with the 
chains . 

I fell mercifully into stasis. 

"You are not very bright. Getting a beating like that for the second 
time? Well, the good news is, your radius is extended." 

I woke to Knock-out's babble, and pain. Great, hot pain like 
before . 

_Why does he enjoy other creature's pain so?_ 

"That's the second time some of your armor was destroyed as well. 
You've got to be more careful. Blame it on someone else if you 


Moaning softly, I raised my helm weakly, then let it flop back down. 
I was in my kennel, with Knock-out's instruments lining the one 
wall . 

"Okay, done here for now, just stay off your peds and you should be 
fine until next-You're a Predacon, you couldn't possibly understand 
me ! " 

Once he left, I raised myself slowly onto my peds. The beating was 
not as bad as last time, but that did not mean it did not 
hurt . 

**"Someday, Megatron, someday." **I moved out of the puddle of 
Energon that I had lain in, eating the Energon crystal that had been 
left for me, then lay in the corner. 

_Maybe the Autobots would be better... _ 



"Lord Megatron, " Shockwave said, turning to his leader. "It is 
advisable that you cease beating the female Predacon. Weakening her 
before battle is not a logical plan." 

"It does not have the slave coding the male Predacon does, so she 
must learn who's master around here. Besides, I cannot have it making 
mistakes on the battle field. Prehaps a few scars would remind 

it . " 

"As you wish. Master Megatron." 
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**Two months pass** 

My wounds were mostly healed, my armor repaired, and the Energon 
stain on the deck where I had been beaten was still there. 

Nothing could wash it away. 

Just as nothing could wash away the scars on my frame and my 
spark . 

I no longer went flying with Predating, and he didn't seem to pleased 
with that idea. He would ask me at least once a day, but I would 
decline, going to sit quietly in a corner or my kennel, where my 
Energon stained the floor there as well. 

I wanted nothing but freedom, and to stay out of Megatron 's 
reach . 

And, Predating went to drastic measures to take me flying. 

He threw my dinner off the side, but only was punished by his meal 
taken away and given to me. When that did not work, he tried pushing 
me off, but I was too far from the edge, and though he was bigger, I 
dug my serrated claws in and would not move. 

So he left me alone, save for asking once a day to fly. 

Then, one day, he almost convinced me. It was a particularly windy 
day, and the wind felt good, so I was standing on the deck. 

**"Come fly, Darkflame?" ** 

**"I-I don't know..."** 

**"Please?"** 

I was startled. Predating never asked politely for something 
before . 

**"M-Maybe . . . "** 


I stood at the edge, looking down. I just didn't feel like it. **"No 
tha-AAAAAAAAHHHHHH ! " * * 


Predating pushed me off! 



I free-fell for a moment before I remembered my wings, snapping them 
open and flapping hard. 


**"I guess I did need to fly. Predating! " **I roared, dipping and 
spinning. Ah, this felt so good! 

He just grinned, mimicking me. 
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As I tried to recharge that night, I thought back over the past year 
and a half. 

Four chain beatings, courtesy of Megatron of course, and a few days 
without Energon. Life here was hard, and the only ones that weren't 
mean to me constantly, was Predating, Knock-Out, and 
Soundwave . 

_Would the Autobots be any different? _I wondered, slipping from my 
kennel to look at the night sky. 

Deep in the shadows, I stared up at the tiny, twinkling lights. _ 
Xineohp, please, save me! Anyone, anything!_ 

I was interrupted by the noise of a space bridge. Knock-out crept 
inside, and I followed the second he disappeared. 

The bridge shut behind me quickly, and we were transported just below 
the Nemesis. "Yieeieee!" Knock-Out nearly shrieked when he saw me 
behind him. "What are you doing here, beast? Go! Go back to your 
berth! Go sleep with Predaking for all I care!" I hissed at his 
words . 

**"What are you doing out here, medic?" ** 

"Go! Don't growl at me ! I'm the one who takes care of you!" 

I huffed, then flew up towards the Nemesis. 

I kept a optic on Knock-Out, and the second he transformed and drove 
off, I followed. Winging silently overhead, Knock-Out drove quickly 
into a small cove. The top was covered in vines and trees, and no 
overhead bots or satellites could see anything. 

I landed, folding my wings away and sneaking to the 
entrance . 

"Hello?" Knock-Out was standing in the middle of the clearing, 
moonlight filtering through the tiny cracks of the foliage 
overhelm . 

I heard a faint, rasping noise, peds against grass. A bot stepped out 
behind Knock-Out, approaching him slowly. 

_Should I warn him? _I waited. 

Knock-Out suddenly turned, spying the bot. "Night steel ! " They hugged, 
and I turned my furnace down. 



Not an enemy. 


"I was hoping you'd come! Sending you that message was risky." 
Knock-Out was saying, still holding on to the bot . 

The wind shifted just then, bringing me the bot ' s scent. _Femme, 
Autobot ! _I held back a hiss. _No wonder Knock-Out sometimes smells 
dif ferently !_ 

I slunk into the clearing, creeping up behind the kissing pair. 

I snorted a hot breath onto the femme, and she gasped, freezing. 
"K-KO? ! " They whirled at my growl, and I bared my denta at the 
femme . 

**"Slagging Autobot! And you, Knock-Out!" **I reached for the femme, 
but Knock-Out stood in my way. 

"No! Bad Predacon! Bad! My femme! MINE!" 

I snarled, my furnace heating up with a whine. An answering whine 
from behind Knock-Out made me look. The femme Nightsteel was pointing 
a large gun at my helm. "Back off, beast!" She snarled, and I 
returned it . 

"Listen here, Predacon! We aren't harming anybot, so just go!" I 
could smell Knock-Out's rising fear, and hissed, crouching 
low . 

"N-Night steel , I don't think the gun's helping. Please, p-put it 
away?" Knock-Out said, reaching one servo out towards 
me . 

"Seriously?!" The gun did, however, go into her subspace. 

I lashed my tail, and discontinued with the hissing. "There, there, 
it's all right..." I growled. 

**"I am no sparkling that you must comfort! Back away! I shall return 
to my berth . " * * 

I towered over the two, then stalked from the clearing, flying away. 
_If one would like to risk his aft for a mere femme, so be it. It 
shall not be my problem. _ 

I stared at Knock-Out as he crossed the large deck, keeping my optics 
on him the whole way. He sensed my stare, and looked at me 
uncomfortably, then hurried on. 

I snorted satisfactorily, wrapping my spiked tail tightly around my 
faceplates. The spikes on my tail folded back, keeping them from 
impaling my helm. ** (Like a Deadly Nadder's, if ya know what I 
mean) ** 

From over the top of my tail I watched the world go by, orange optics 
not missing a thing. 

Predaking was sleeping as well on the other side, but he soon woke. 



watching over the edge of the cloaked ship as we flew over 
farmland . 


"Go practice your mauling upon something, you're in the way!" 
Starscream said, waving his skinny servo at Predating. 

Predating roared in reply, snapping at the mech before taking flight. 
I followed him. 

Predating was heading for a group of farm houses, looking for 
something he was allowed to kill to work off steam at Starscream. He 
landed, roasting a whole herd of black-and-white organics in one 
breath. The rest ran bawling in terror. 

The organics that took care of the black-and-white ones ran out of 
their home, yelling. But when they saw Predating, their yelling 
turned to shrieks and they ran back for the safety of their 
homes . 

Which Predating promptly smashed. 

Their fields burning, their organics dead or nearly so, and their 
homes destroyed, I felt like destroying something 
myself . 

Predating . 

I hurtled into him, roaring loudly. 

**"How DARE you attack something smaller and weaker than you! Shame!" 
**I hit him over the head with my tail, spikes still folded. 

**"You dare hit PREDAKING, KING OE THE PREDACONS? ! " **He replied, 
lashing back at me. 

**"Yes! No king goes around killing innocents, especially smaller and 
weaker ones! At least no a STRONG king!"** 

Predating' s tail smashed into my faceplates, and Energon leaked out 
of my mouth. I roared furiously, carefully watching that I did not 
destroy too much of the organic's items. 

My tail spikes shot open, and I stabbed Predating' s ped. He roared, I 
hissed, acid bubbling in my maw. 

**"I am king! And you will obey me!"** 

**"You are king of nobot ! Not when you treat smaller ones like so!" 

* * 

I ducked under his slashing claws, leaping up into his underframe and 
knocking him down. **"Return to the Nemesis, and cease and desist of 
this petty destruction!"** 

Predating roared at me, sullenly flapping into the air. **"i will 
destroy something of greater size and strength, if you'd like. 

YOU I " * * 


He dove at me, plowing me into the organic filth. My chassis dented 
in painfully, blocking off my flame-ducts so I could not blast 



f ire . 


I pushed him off, standing slowly. **"At least let us take our fight 
to another location!" ** 

**"Why? So you can escape to the Nemesis?"** 

**"0f course not!"** 

I had to cut myself off as I ducked under his flames. 

My tail swung through the air, scraping along his sides. We snarled 
at each other, and I leaped, landing on his back between his 
wings . 

He couldn't blast fire onto me because of his wings, but he could 
roll, and he did, but before he knocked me off, I scored several good 
clawings in, and a big bite on the back of his helm. 

My wings were safely folded up in my back. 

_My wings. _ 

I suddenly flung them out, the razor-sharp edges on them gleaming in 
the weak sunlight. As Predaking charged, I flapped into the air, 
slicing his wings with my own. 

Not wanting to do permament damage to my only surviving kin, I did 
not spray acid upon his exposed back like I would have normaly 
done . 

**"Wait! Predaking, think. Would you really like to kill your only 
kin?" **I folded my wings away as I said so. 

He hesitated, flames licking out of the corners of his gaping maw. 
**"Prehaps not, but it is fun to fight an equal oppent."** 

**"How about this. No more killing innocent weakling organics, and I 
will spar with you whenever you like, provided it is in a reasonable 
hour . " * * 

He thought, the flames slowly dying down. **"i will agree."** 

He flew away, and I slowly layed down, Energon seeping from my 
various wounds. 

The organics were hiding in the forest, but a few brave ones ventured 
out, leaving behind their shocked kin. 

The largest one spoke, but I did not understand. I was pretty sure he 
was thanking me though. 

I nodded in reply, standing slowly and unfolding my wings. 

**"You have my protection, small organics."** 

They looked startled, as if they understood me, but I knew they 
couldn't have, so I took flight, heading for the Nemesis and a 
meal . 
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iBreaking News: A farmer says a dragon defended his farm and his 
neighbors, from another dragon: 

"It was a peaceful day, when all a sudden this great big red and 
yellow dragon thing lands in the middle of my farmyard! I didn't see 
what it was at first, all's I saw out the winder was fire burnin' up 
my cows! So's I ran outside to stop it when I saw it was a dragon! A 
great, fire breathin' dragon! My family had come on out with me, and 
when I saw what it was, I said, "Y'all head to the basement!" But 
that dragon there smashed our home! *Camera pans to destroyed 
farmhouse* And so's we were all thinkin', we're gonna die here, and 
then this red and black one comes swoopin' done and saves us! And 
they fought somethin' turrible, and they ' s was leakin' this blue 
blood all over the place! And the strungest thing wus, they seemed 
ta' be talkin' to each other, then the first one flys off, and the 
red and black one just kinda falls down, and so me 'n the neighbor 
boys, we come over ta say our thanks, and it nods and is gonna fly 
away, then it says, "You have my protecytion, small organics, " then 
just flys off and disappears inta thin air!" 

The reporter looks astonished, and then begins talking. "There you 
have it folks! Straight from the horse's mouth! No pun intended, 
hehe . . . So what about this, 'blue blood'?" 

The reporter bends over it, hand extended toward the large 
puddle . 

"Ahah! Don't touch it, it burns ya somethin' aweful!" The farmer 
warned . 

Ratchet turned the screen off, and turned to Optimus. "Optimus, that 
sounded an aweful lot like the Predacons ! But what were they doing, 
fighting? " 

Optimus narrowed his optics. "Do we have any sattellite feeds from 
that area?" 

"Hmmm, one. Here." Ratchet put the picture up onto the screen. It 
depicted the Predacons from overhelm, the new red-and-black one 
crouched in front of a small group of humans. 

The older red-yellow one had a ped raised, about to slash down at the 
crouching one. 

"Maybe there's more to these Predacons then meets the optic, old 
friend . " 
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**A/N: Whadya think? To OOC in some places?** 

**Anyhoo, I think I'm getting pretty good at this long chapter 
thing... hehe, the last chapter was 3,409 words long! That's a record 
so far for me ! * * 


End 
f lie . 



